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Recollections From Our Voyage
to America
by SOREN PEDERSEN
We departed from Limskov in Norup Sogn May 6, 1862,
to visit my sister, my brother-in-law, and my mother on my
home farm, and were there a couple of days before we took
leave of the whole family never to see them again in this life.
It was both a serious and a sad time.
On May 16 we came aboard the sailing ship of the Allen
Line in Hamburg, my wife and I, my daughter of four years
and nine months, and a son of two years and seven months.
We noticed immediately that we were on water. This we
were not used to. We were taken out to the ship in a little
boat. It tossed about a bit, but I told my wife, "Do not be
afraid, you can believe that when we are aboard the large
ship that lies out there, it will not roll like this."
A German child of a few years fell over board just as we
got aboard ship, but was quickly fished out alive. The
mother was beside herself with fright and screamed and
would have jumped in after her child.
During the night the ship was towed down the Elbe River
by a small steamboat. When I came up on deck the next
morning, all the sailors were up in the masts loosening the
sails. As I stood there observing them, they reminded me of
large birds. Suddenly one of them fell, whirled around in the
air and landed on the deck of the little steamboat so that
blood spurted around him. It gave me a terrible feeling of
fright. More I did not see, but when we had been on board
for about six weeks, I saw a young sailor with his head
bandaged going about sweeping the deck. It was he who had
fallen; he was a Swede. He had lain for six weeks. We were
on the ship for seven weeks and one day.
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That which I dreaded most was when deaths aboard ship
began, and then the grim burial at sea during the night. None
of the passengers were allowed to see the bodies after death
had occurred. I stole up on the upper deck one day and go
to see one of them. He was sewn into an old sail, and lay
there until night when he was sunk beneath the waters
where no relatives can ever visit his grave. There were five
deaths aboard the ship.
Then one day I saw a sight I shall never forget because it
seemed a portent of something bad. As far as the eye could
see the ocean was completely black with what they called
porpoises. Two by two they followed each other by the
millions, it seemed to me. I noticed two especially that
stayed close to the ship. By comparison they looked like
large brown steers, but much longer.
The next day at two o'clock when we were up on deck to
get our drinking water for the whole next day, all the sailors,
officers, and ship's carpenters were up in the masts trimming
the sails, as they call it. Then they must be expecting a storm,
I thought. I then sat down on the high threshold of the ship's
carpenter's workshop and looked up at them, with my
fingers in the ear of my water can. Suddenly I saw off the
bow of the ship a wave that rose and grew to a mighty
height, and before I could think, it overtook me. I was
completely powerless, and I believed I would wash overboard. My only thought was, "Dear God, is this the way I
am to end my adventure?" But God who directs all things for
the best for those who trust in Him, also directed that
dangerous swim so that I did not go with the water out
through the large sluiceways, but was stopped up against the
round railing across the opening. What had happened that I
was thus saved was that I sat there and was first washed into
the carpenter's workroom - my cap was hanging high up on
the wall on a saw where I found it later - and before I was
washed again from the workroom and against the railing on
the opposite side of the ship, the water had receded so much
that the railing held me. My water can went to sea, but I still
held the handle in my hand. When I wanted to get up,
however, I could not stand on my one leg. I had likely in my
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hasty trip struck it on a pump in the workroom. The German
sailors were very helpful. They pulled off my boots and
poured water from them, and then helped me down the
ladder. There lay my family and cried. They had understood
from the German talk of their neighbors that a Danish man
had been washed overboard.
Now the storm really let loose and roared for two nights
and a day. That first night I thought for a time we would all
drown. There was one terrifying moment when it seemed the
ship would surely be pounded to pieces. Four hundred
passengers gave one scream so unearthly terrifying that my
wife went out of her mind and talked wildly the rest of that
long night. We had to hang on tightly so we would not roll
out of bed. She dared not be there while the waves
hammered violently on the deck above us. She sat beside me
all night in the passageway holding tight to the smallest of
our children.
We had been aboard ship for twenty-five days, but had
to endure twenty-five more, so it was a wonder that the
children did not die. The little one got a cold that night and
was sick for the rest of the time. He could not eat any of the
food we received. We had a little tin bowl that I ran with
when I saw the man come down with the pail of oat gruel for
the sick. In that way I could get it filled again when he came
around to us.
When we came ashore and could really get to see him in
broad daylight, we really became afraid that we would lose
our dear little boy. Death's touch was in his face, it seemed
to me. But he lives yet and is a support in our old age, and
has six living children, while our daughter has been dead for
twenty-four years.
We came into the harbor on the third of July but had to
wait until the fifth because the 4th of July is, after all,
America's Independence Day. Thus we got to see the giant
celebration with all the fireworks from the deck of the ship.
Indeed it was more enjoyable to see than all the porpoises
out on the wild ocean.
But here we were also witness to much wailing and crying
because smallpox had broken out aboard ship, and family
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members were torn from each other. Those afflicted had to
go to the nearby hospital. We were fortunate that we came
on land together.
I had a letter - a thin thread to follow - from my agent
Rasmus Sorensen, a member of parliament in the early 50s.
This I showed to an agent who had a desk in the large office,
and he introduced us to Peder Mikkelsen who stood nearby.
He took us to his home where we were well cared for from
Saturday until Monday afternoon when we had to resume
our journey to Wisconsin. I bought a satchel in New York
but got too little food into it, though it later served us well.
We boarded a large steamboat and sailed up the Hudson to
Albany, and there we boarded a railroad car to Chicago.
This went very well, but then we had to change cars.
We did not have any more food, but we did not dare to
go with any of the many who invited us. This we had been
warned against by R. Sorensen, so we remained with our
baggage. Then I witnessed a little event that I have thought
about since. When anyone says or writes that there is no law
and order in America, it is not true. As we stood there on the
platform, there was, nevertheless, a man slinking around our
baggage. Him I did not like, but before I could think of what
to do, he came flying through the air like a piece of wood
with arms and legs. It was one of those men with a shield on
his chest that had thrown him.
And so we were on our way again with empty stomachs
toward Oshkosh. From there we were to go by steamboat up
the Fox River to Waupaca. When it was noontime, the train
stopped by some kind of hotel, as best I could make out. I
took my large New York satchel and followed after the
others, but when I came to the door the waiter chased me
away. I took a quarter of a dollar out of my purse and went
around in back of the house where I came to an open
window. Inside stood the head cook by a table overflowing
with food. I held my money 11pin one hand and the satchel
in the other. He took both of them and put as much of the
wonderful food in it as it could hold so that we had enough
for four days. You can believe we were happy as children
with our Father in Heaven who so smoothed the pathway for
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us in this foreign land where I did not understand one word
that was spoken.
Early in the evening we arrived in Oshkosh. At the
station stood a German who made me to understand that we
could stay at his house for the night. The steamboat was not
to leave until the next morning. His name was Kruger; he
was quite ordinary looking, and his wife was very accommodating. We got a room to ourselves. Ane, our daughter,
was quite ill, and though she had a little rash, we did not
think that it might be smallpox. However, the next morning
when we were already aboard the steamboat, and the boat
was about to leave, a lady came over to us and took the scarf
from the child's face, and then left; but almost immediately a
man came and drove us off the boat and our baggage came
off behind us. The boat sailed and we stood there. Then my
wife began to cry. I said, "Don't cry. Who knows what good
may come from this? Now I will go and get the German's
wheelbarrow and take our baggage back there again." The
German's wife was still so friendly that she went with me to
comfort my wife with whom she could not converse.
When we had been there an hour's time the German
woman came to think that there was a Danish doctor in the
city. Because her husband was still at work, I carried my
daughter who would soon be five years old, and our hostess
went with us. When we came to the main street the child
wanted a drink of water. When the woman went into a store
to get water, I saw two men station themselves on either side
of me on the sidewalk, each with a cane. They drove us out
into the middle of the street and out of town. The German
wife then became really frightened and reached home long
before we did. A while later an American doctor came and
looked at us. He gave us no medicine but tore the blankets
off the child and opened the window. She cried out that she
was freezing so I put the blankets back on her. The doctor
then went out, tore off his gloves and stomped them into the
gutter, and went his way.
This was Saturday. On Sunday morning a young Danish
man came to the house and wanted to talk to me. He said he
worked at a sawmill and had been down to the edge of the
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forest with a load of boards. He then said to us, "There a
couple of men are to build a little house for you on Monday
morning, and tomorrow at noon a wagon will come to take
you and your baggage. I came over to tell you that so that
you would not be frightened."
When we came down there and saw the whole grand
accommodation there was an old kitchen stove, a sauce pan,
and a small paper sack of corn meal. I went to work and got
the stove in place, and the stove pipes up through the hole
that they had cut in the roof. When we had put the two felt
mattresses they had also brought in place and gotten the
children to bed, the same doctor came together with an interpreter and gave us instructions. We were not to go anywhere; I was to go to a certain place at six o'clock in the
morning and six o'clock in the evening, set down a
measuring can, and then go ten paces in the direction with
the wind. A man would then come and fill it with milk. Then
on Thursday he would come with food.
Though he did not come until Sunday afternoon, we
could now cook the corn meal. This we did one time, but it
was very course ground, and without a grain of salt we could
not eat it. However, we still had some of the good food in.the
satchel previously mentioned. That lasted until Thurs _da.y
evening. On Friday and Saturday we had no food. The
children were sick so they got the milk. When it got to be
along toward evening on Saturday, two Germans came by.
They had guns and were probably going to hunt ducks on
the river. They stopped and talked to me; this we, of course,
had to do with signs. The one wanted me to come on
Monday to help him dig a well. He pointed to his house that
lay on the edge of town, so I should not be afraid of going
there. I pointed to my mouth, and he said, "Bist du
hungrig?" I nodded. They did not say anything more but
went on their way. When it was six o'clock I went with my
milk pail to the usual place, but I was determined not to go
so far away. The man waved me away, but I pointed to my
mouth. He also said, "Hungrig?" I nodded. "Stop lidt," he
said and went home. Soon he came back with a loaf of bread
and a package of smoked herring. When I got home a man
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came with a loaf of bread and milk. A moment later still
another man came with a loaf of bread and milk. Now we
could go to bed singing. On Sunday morning before we were
up the other of the two Germans came with bread and butter
and said I should go with him home; there he gave me the
back quarter of a two month old pig he had just butchered.
When I came home my wife cooked soup, as I had also
received some vegetables from his garden.
When it got to be noon time, two Germans came. The
one was our host Kruger, and the other was the man from
Neenah for whom I would come to work for a period of two
years and two months as blacksmith. He said nothing, but
Kruger asked me, "Bist du Blaksmith?" that is (sorte smed). I
thought he meant blikken slager (plumber). I said, "Niks,"
(No) "I am a Grossmedt." (blacksmith) "Yes, that is right,"
he said, "Now you will pack your baggage together
tomorrow morning and be ready. Tomorrow evening this
man will come with a large wagon, and also a man who can
talk with you, then you will be brought to Neenah that is
fourteen English miles from here."
A little while later the doctor came driving. He had a
large basket full of food. There was three pounds of coffee,
three pounds of sugar, and much more. Since then I have
never been anxious for daily needs, for our Father in Heaven
firmly established my childhood faith which has strengthened
me since in both my earthly a'1d spiritual needs.
The Danish man* who was with the German to get us
had worked with him as wheelwright, and by this time had
been in America for eight years. He told me that they had
waited for me for three weeks but had believed we had
drowned out on the Atlantic Ocean. They had then on this
day driven down here to Oshkosh to hire another blacksmith. It was he who had happened to meet Kruger who had
made our presence known.
Rasmus Sorensen had arranged for me to have work as a
blacksmith in Neenah with this man and had rented a house
from a Danish family, but this I did not know. If we had
gone by boat to Waupaca, we would have had to come back
again, and for that I did not have money. My entire
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remaining capital when we came to Neenah was two and a
half dollars.
The last day in Oshkosh and the first day in Neenah
On Monday, I packed our belongings into boxes. Along
in the afternoon, a violent thunderstorm developed. That
evening when I placed my pail at the usual place and the
man came with the milk, I made him to understand that
we had no lights. He got a couple of candles and some
matches. We then sat and waited for our liberators. They
came, but had rented a room in town. Then it started to
thunder and rain so violently that it rained down on us in
our little room. The German sat himself down on a little
bench I had made and promptly fell asleep. Christensen and I
talked unceasingly. The German woke up when it started to
rain down his neck and said, "Christensen, let's go up to the
hotel and rest until two o'clock, then the weather will be
better."
This they did, but they overslept and did not come until
six o'clock so I was afraid that we would be driven back
again. He, however, drove right down through town so fast
that I who was sitting on our boxes got a stomach ache, and
the poor children sitting with their mother cried with fright.
They were also still very sick with the smallpox. (In another
account as told a few years later, Soren said, "He drove out
of town as though he had stolen both horses and wagon, and
we arrived unchallenged in Neenah at about noon.")
When we arrived in Neenah at about mid-day, we were
taken immediately to the Danish family who greeted us in a
most friendly way and took great pains to make us comfortable. The German blacksmith told H.P. Christensen that
he should stay with us for that afternoon and go with me
into town to buy what was needed to set up housekeeping on
his account, and then to help us get settled. He told me I
could start working the next morning. That I did, and we
soon felt ourselves at home in the situation that had been
arranged for us.
*This man who was along to get us in Oshkosh is our neighbor now in the West Denmark community. His name is
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Hans Peter Christensen. We were both born in 1833. We
have never been happier with any fell-ow countryman than
we were with him that time.
Written the 18th of February 1902
West Denmark, Polk County, Wisconsin
U.S. of America
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